sent.    But this is not altogether the case with

me; for I often think of you9 and Hornie^ and
Russel^ and an unfathomed depth^ arid lowan
brunstane, all in the same minute, although
you and they are (as I suppose) at a consider-
able distance. I flatter myself, however, with
the pleasing thought, that you and I shall meet
some time or other either in Scotland or Eng-
land. If ever you come hither, you will have
the satisfaction of seeing your poems relished
by the Caledonians in London, full as much as
they can be by those of Edinburgh. We fre-
quently repeat some of your verses in our Cale-
donian society; and you may believe, that I am
not a little vain that I have had some share in
cultivating such a genius. I was not absolutely
certain that you were the author, till a few
days ago, when I made a visit to Mrs. Hill,
Dr. M'Comb's eldest daughter, who lives in
town, and who told me that she was informed
of It by a letter from her sister In Edinburgh,
with whom you had been in company when in
that capital.

Pray let me know if you have any intention
of visiting this huge, overgrown metropolis ? It
would afford matter for a large poem. Here
you would have an opportunity of Indulging
your vein in the study of mankind, perhaps to

a greater